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themselves prefer the terrazo to the most beautiful 'parquet.
Of course my bolt made no impression on this cement,
and I was almost discouraged when I remembered the story
of how Hannibal made a passage through the Alps, after
softening the rocks with vinegar. I poured all the vinegar
I had into the hole, and the next day, whether it was that
it had really had some effect, or whether it was that I was
stronger for rest, I managed to crumble away the mortar
which held the mosaic together. Under the marble wa?
another plank, which I guessed must be the last.
How I prayed while I worked: strong minds may say that
prayer is no good, they do not know what they are talking
about! I know from experience how efficacious prayer is, fof
if help does not come directly from God, it comes from
the confidence we feel in Him.
By the twenty-third of August my labour was ended, the
hole was sufficiently wide and long for me to squeeze
through. There was only now the plaster of the ceiling to
remove. I could see through a tiny hole into the secretary's
room. I fixed the date of my evasion for the vigil of the
feast of Saint Augustine, for I knew that on that day there
was an assembly of the Grand Council in another part of
the building. This vigil fell on the twenty-seventh.
On the twenty-fifth, a misfortune befell me which, when
I think of it now, makes me shiver, in spite of the many
years which have gone by since then.
At noon precisely I heard the bolts drawn back. I flung
myself into my armchair. Laurence came in, crying: *I
bring you good news, sir. I bring you good news.3
For a moment I thought it was my pardon, and I trem-
bled lest the discovery of the hole should revoke it.
Tollow me,3 said the gaoler.
'Wait till I am dressed/
cNo, come as you are. You are only going to step out of
this villainous cell into another one, which is clean and has
been newly done up, where there are two big windows from